*    The Jasmin 'Bush    *

Usana dismounted and, with the White Umbrella
held over him, stood for a moment surveying the house,
a commodious wooden building raised on posts six
feet high, the roof thatched, airy and clean. Ma Saw
was now underneath it, kneeling on a mat, her hands
joined in an attitude of respect. Usana let his eyes rest
on her face an instant, that lovely face which was des-
tined to be so famous, 'The daughter/ said Yazathingyan
in a low whisper. The King said nothing, but walked
towards the bush.

True enough, when he examined it, the flowers were
of different colours, even their forms were not alto-
gether the same. "How very curious/ he said. 'This is
really marvellous. Your daughter', he went on, turning
to the farmer, who was standing near by with a
detached air, 'must be allied to the influence which
has transformed this common bush. These things are
mysterious, but I cannot think that if some one else had
planted it, there would have been such flowers. She
must possess a hidden rarity which in this way is
made known, as where a spirit passes the air is scented/

These words, spoken in the melancholy tone the
King had used since his arrival, sounded to the villa-
gers inexpressibly gracious. To Yazathingyan it seemed
that his master was becoming subject to an influence of
another sort. At a convenient moment he whispered:
'Shall I make the necessary arrangements?* At the
King's nod he withdrew a few paces and beckoned the
headman.

'I am instructed to tell you', he said, 'that His Ma-
jesty is pleased with the way you have received him.
You may present yourself to-night at the royal camp,
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